








lap and shows the hairdresser how his wig is to be changed. “I want to 
go home,” the child whines. Fellini arrives just in time to prevent tears. 

“Let’s go look at the big wine bath,” he says, and he takes the boy 
in his arms and carefully climbs a wooden stairway set up against a mon- 
strous vat. The property men are warming the wine by plunging steam 
pipes into it. The false bottom of the vat is midway between the top and 
the actual bottom. 

Now Piero is telling the wardrobe woman to lower the hem and raise 
the neckline on the slip worn by a carrot-topped little girl of twelve. She 
is the sister. 

There are three nurses instead of one: they are the big girls we saw 
in the dining car. Final addition to the sequence, two farm boys—formerly 
an electrician and a property man. 

“Good. Now, silence, please.” 

Fellini turns up his shirt sleeves as if he were preparing to perform a 
ceremony. He chases everyone away from the table. Then he takes a basin 
of water, a pile of sheets and an iron, and puts them at one end of the table, 
smoothing the sheets carefully, one at a time. The room is in semidarkness. 
Other sheets hang from high ropes. 

“Stand there at the end of the table, and iron the sheets vigorously, 
leaning hard on the iron. You, the old nurse there [then she is not a 
second grandmother], nod your head in the chair and sleep. Maria, sing. 
Then call: ‘Guido, Guido, where are you?’ Riccardo, show me how fast 
you can run under the tables on your knees.” The child hesitates. “Go on.” 

So Riccardo will play Guido in this sequence—a somewhat younger 
Guido than the schoolboy. 


August 8 The memory sequences are bold pen strokes with- 
out detail, but Fellini concentrates on them meticulously. The panoramic 
shot of Riccardo running beneath the table and then letting one of the 
nurses catch him while her gigantic shadow is thrown on the wall behind 
him seems very important to the director—much more so than the takes of 
the bath, during which the children, instead of talking in their famous 
secret language with its repeated syllables, jump about and laugh or cry. 
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